The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Pdf women feare to© mucb,euen as they Ioue ’ 

And womens fcare and lone hold quantity * 
Either none,in neither ought, or in extremi ty. 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath madeyou know.' 
And astnyloueis ciz’ft.my fcarc is fo, Y W ® 

Where loue is great, the luleft doubts are feare, 
Where I^tle fears grow great,grcat Ioue grows there 
r . K & % Fa,th 1 muft thee loue, and fhortly to 

My operant powers their funflions leauc to doc * 
And thou malt liue in this ftirc world behind * 
Honord, belou'd, and haply one as kind. 

For husband (halt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft. 

Such Iouemuft needs be treafpn in my breft, 

3n fccond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed. the fccond, but who kild the firft. 

The Inftances that fecond marriage moue 
Are bafe reipe&s of thrift, but none of loue 
A fecond time I kill my husband dead. 

When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King . I do bcleeue you think what now you fpeak. 
But what we doe determine, oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flaue to memory, 

Of violent birth,but poors; validity, 

Which now the fruit vnripe flicks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow be. 

Moft necefla>y tis that we forget 

To pay our (clues what to our felues is debt. 

What to our felues in paflion we propofe. 

The p jflion ending, doth the purpofe lole. 

The violence of either griefc or ioy, 

Their owne enna&ores with themfclues deftroy, 
Where ioy mofi rcuels.griefe doth moft lament, 

Griefc ioy, ioy griefes, on (lender accedenr, 

This world is not for aye.nor tis not ftrange. 

That euen ourloues fhould with cur fortuns change, 
Fo: tis a queflion left vs yet to proue. 

Whether Joue lead fortune, or elfc fortune loue.' 

The great man downc,you markc hit fauouritc flics, 
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The poore aduanced makes friends of enemies,, 

And hethertoo doth loue on fortune tend. 

For who noeneeds,fliaH *ieuet lack a friend. 

And v\ho in want a hollow friend doth try, 

D reflly feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wills and fates do fo contrary run. 

That our dcuices ftill areouerthrownc, 

Our thoughts are ours^bcir ends none of our owfte; 

So thinke ihou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dy thy thoughts when thy fir ft Lord is dead. 

<2«ef.Nor earth to me giue food.nor heauen lights 
Sport and repofe lock from me day aad ni ght. 

To defpetation turne my truft and hope, 

And Anchors chcere in prifon be my fcope. 

Each oppefite that blanks the face of ioy, 

Meet what I would haue well ( and it deftroy. 

Both here and hence purfue me lading ttrife, 

If once I be a widdo w,euer 1 be wife. 

King, Tis deeply fworne.fwect leaue me heare a while. 

My fpitits grow dull and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with deep, 

Quee. Sleep rock thy brain, 

And ncuer come rnifchancc betwixt vs twain Extant*. 

Ham. Maddam.how like you this Play? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me think*#. 

O but iWle keep her word. . 

Xi»g. Haue you heard the argument? is there no offence rnt ?- 
Ham. No, no, they do butieft, poitm inieft, no offence i\h- 
King. What do you call thePlay ? (word.. 

flam. The Moufe;rap , mary how tropically, this Play is the 
linage of a murther dptie in Vttnra , G engage is the Dnkes name, 
his wife Baptifla, you (hall fee anon, t is a kn?uifti piece of work,, 
bur what of that ? your Maiefty and we final! haue ftecfoules,ife 
touches vs not , let 'hegauled lade winch , our withers ate vn-- 
wrung. This is one Luctamu. Nephew toehc King.. 

Enter Lucianue. 

Q»h. You are as good as a Cberue my Lord,. 

Ham, I could interpret betyyecRe you and your loue 
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